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on his head while a waiting robin perched on his toes expecting to find
a crumb there. Shaw was not going to be outdone. He said: "That's how
most people think I do my writing."
"You should follow up," I said, "your Sanity of Art with The Sanity
of Living. What advice would you give?"
"Never to take advice. To do everything they were told not to do,
to break away from the tyranny of the past and to enjoy being old."
He was beginning to take off his old gardening gloves and his miner's
eye-shield. His wood was neatly piled up and now he was ready for a walk.
I noticed that the tree overhead was an old elm and I did not like it. I
suggested that his sawing should be done elsewhere and as far from the
elm as possible.
"I like to be well away from the house," he said, "and on my own."
He would not give way. He had been there for years and had rooted in
to that corner.
"When you are on the land you soon grow into it," he said. "You
can't transplant an old tree."
But I would leave nothing to the treachery of an elm. I knew them.
I shifted the paraphernalia to a far part of the garden where it was open
to the sun and far more suitable. Besides it was within reach of the house.
Next day, when I came in he asked me how I liked the new place
where he did his sawing! Of course I thought the spot was admirable.
He looked up at the elm tree and told me that the tree should have been
cut long ago, but it was impossible to get anybody nowadays to come to
this out-of-the-way place.
"I believe in being ruthless with trees," he said. We walked round
the orchard and I suggested that we both pitch into the trees, let in light
and air and give them a chance to grow. He was as enthusiastic as a child
with a new toy. He at once started planning the time, the tools and
discovered that he needed new gloves and new secateurs. But he was sure
that these were unobtainable. Whenever he wanted anything, he told me,
he was told it was unobtainable. "Civilization has reached the point when
you can never get anything you need. Money buys nothing."
However, the things were obtained and I taught him the art of
pruning. He had certainly not lost the desire to learn. As he had said, he
enjoyed being ruthless, branch after branch came down and the trees were
more naked than I had wanted them to be. When I could not come he went
on himself and I felt that the trees must have trembled at his approach.